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Nver  In  The  Sun 


Oetopus 
One-Sided  Love 


“I  Want  To  Be  Pregnant” 
(Happy  Father’s  Day,  Someday) 
He  Rode  Into  Town  on  a 
Dinosaur 


With  this  issue  we  try  to  take  one  more  step  forward  in  the  development 
of  the  Prairie  Light  Review  as  a showease  and  a learning  tool  for  our 
community’s  emerging  artists.  I hope  you  will  enjoy  it. 


Jim  Ketchum,  Editor 
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“I  hold  the  most  archaic  values  on  earth. 

They  go  back  to  the  late  Paleolithic.” 

Gary  Snyder  . 


MB 
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Part  I 


Nancy  Klier 


when  the  fall  eame 
i was  indifferent, 
it  didn’t  matter. 

i turned  and  notieed  the  twitehing 

of  leaves 

gentle  like  cattle 

in  my  mind. 

remember. 

one  can  go  far  with 

premeditation. 

no  choice. 

i saw  your  vision  and  didn’t  agree 
shit 

i thought  maybe  you’d  change 
but 

found  that  maybe  i have  to 

Andy  Ostrowski 


Venus  Cramer 
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Nancy  J.  Marshall 


FAMILY  TREE 

Hector  Mirande 

The  house  had  beeome  a sea  of  eardboard  eorpses,  eaeh  housing  its  share 
of  memories,  with  little  identifying  lists  like  headstones:  Debbie’s  toys,  Alex’s 
books. 

“It’s  a job,  like  any  other,  with  palm  trees,”  Tim  spoke  into  his  eoffee  mug. 

Beth  buttered  the  same  pieee  of  toast  for  the  third  time.  If  she  at  least 
postponed  the  argument,  she  eould  keep  him  seated  long  enough  to  get  some 
details. 

“How  do  you  see  the  move?”  she  finally  asked. 

“I  go  first,  then  you  follow  and  bring  the  kids  when  sehool  ends,”  he  answered. 

“No!”  she  insisted  “I  need  more,  times,  dates,  and  like  that  1 need  to  know 
exactly  how  you  see  things  so  that  I can  plan.” 

He  put  down  the  paper  and  looked  at  her  for  a long  time  before  speaking. 
“Look,  I try  to  get  as  much  information  as  I can.  Then  I come  to  huge  chunks 
of  data  that  can  only  be  imagined  and  then  only  by  comparing  to  previous 
experience  can  I make  decisions.  When  I think  about  a topic,  anything,  I bring 
up  all  the  information  to  my  conscious  screen  like  a cover  of  Life  magazine, 
a symbol  representing  what  1 know  and  can  remember  on  the  subject.  Each 
time  I bring  it  up,  I get  the  cover.  It  doesn’t  change  until  I live  an  experience 
at  the  emotional  and  physical  level  sufficiently  different  to  change  the  sym- 
bol beyond  the  cover:  then  up  pops  a different  cover,  “Do  you  understand?” 

“I  need  words,  sentences,  conversation.  I need  the  assurance  of  repetition” 
answered  Beth.  How  long  had  they  known  each  other  intimately,  in  every  way 
two  people  could  know  each  other.  Courtship,  love,  sex,  acclimation  to  each 
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other’s  family,  culture  and  religion.  Children  and  now  age  and  change,  real 
change.  Had  they  come  full  circle?  His  biggest  worry  was  his  receding  hairline 
and  loss  of  upper  arm  strength  neither  of  which  she  could  indentify  as  anything 
of  significance.  Her  problems  were  related  to  him.  Change  was  meaningless 
unless  it  affected  him.  Were  her  breasts  sagging  too  much,  her  buttocks  too 
dimpled,  her  belly  too  large  ...  for  him? 

Each  year  he  came  out  of  his  physical  the  same  way.  “Thompson  keeps  ask- 
ing me  about  my  stream;  is  it  slow  to  start,  slow  to  stop?  I think  he  wants 
to  keep  comparing  like  we  were  kids  and  had  distance  piss  offs”  Beth  poured 
a second  cup  and  sat  down.  The  table  had  become  their  only  refuge  in  this 
house  undergoing  slow  decay.  Their  only  link  to  a vibrant  past  being  ripped 
out  piece  by  piece;  scattered  in  unrecognizable  forms  all  around  in  a gigantic 
moulting  and  Beth  felt  strangely  vulnerable. 

“What  are  you  doing  today?  she  finally  asked,  changing  the  subject. 

“Dunno  yet,  clean  up  the  yard  a little,”  answered  Tim.  He  hardly  knew  this 
woman  across  from  him,  at  least  not  in  this  fearful  insecure  form.  Had  his  tituba- 
tion  about  the  move,  his  doubts  about  leaving  an  almost  perfect  job  for  an 
uncertain  opportunity,  shaken  her  this  much?  She  had  never  asked  so  many 
questions.  He  still  remembered  her  as  a young  girl  gathering  their  son  in  one 
arm  and  her  belongings  in  the  other  and  leaving  her  parents’  home,  perhaps 
forever,  without  a backward  glance. 

He  went  out  to  gather  his  tools.  No  matter  how  modern  they  thought  they 
had  became,  the  outside  was  his  territory  and  the  inside  was  hers.  He  had  left 
his  tools  to  be  packed  last,  just  as  she  had  left  the  kitchen  makings  of  something 
warm  to  drink,  to  welcome  one  from  the  outside. 

As  he  was  putting  on  his  coveralls  he  became  aware  of  a branch  on  a tall 
maple  being  whipped  in  the  wind  and  brushing  the  roof  with  a loud  sound. 
The  last  time  the  insurance  agent  had  come  around  to  settle  a claim  he  told 
them,  “You’ve  built  too  close  to  the  trees  especially  that  one.”  He  had  pointed 
to  the  forty  foot  giant,  gently  swaying  protectively  over  the  house.  Now  the 
giant  stood  at  least  fifty  feet  and  seemed  to  be  caressing  the  house.  As  Tim 
went  for  his  extension  ladder  he  remembered  the  agent  saying  “It  has  to  be 
done  by  a professional,  you  can’t  do  it  yourself.”  Tim  set  up  the  ladder  on  the 
deck  so  he  could  reach  at  least  the  first  giant  fork.  He  remembered  his  son’s 
last  summer  at  home;  how  even  his  powerful  arms,  of  “three  sets  a day,  every 
day  — no  pain  no  gain,”  had  proved  no  match  for  even  a lesser  branch  as  it 
came  thundering  down,  ripping  the  rope  from  his  hands  and  taking  out  a stretch 
of  fence  and  a section  of  gutters.  The  wind  was  really  whipping  up  now  and 
it  made  his  hands  feel  stiff  but  he  continued  in  his  task,  no  longer  thinking. 


just  losing  himself  to  the  feel  of  the  moment.  He  split  the  entire  task  into  small 
manageable  segments.  He  went  for  the  ehain  saw  and  after  a few  pulls  it  roared 
with  a eloud  of  oil  smoke  and  vibrated  like  a live  animal  in  his  hand.  He  sum- 
moned Beth  to  the  deck  and  was  surprised  by  her  look  of  concern.  He  asked 
her  to  steady  the  ladder,  “What  are  you  doing?”  she  asked  in  a panic  as  he 
disappeared  into  the  first  branches. 

“I  want  no  part  of  this,”  she  said.  “I’m  letting  go  of  the  ladder,”  she  shouted 
without  conviction.  She  could  no  longer  see  him  but  could  still  feel  his  weight 
on  the  top  of  the  ladder  twisting  in  her  hands.  She  gripped  the  ladder  tightly 
and  leaned  against  it  with  all  her  weight,  the  feel  of  the  metal  rungs  cool  on 
her  forehead.  She  had  seen  that  look  before.  Total  concentration,  total  goal 
orientation.  It  fascinated  her,  like  a wild  animal  fascinated  her,  but  she  didn’t 
want  to  be  near  it,  much  less  be  tied  to  it  in  a variety  of  symbiotic  knots.  The 
wind  was  now  moving  the  ladder  even  with  her  weight  on  it.  “Gome  down 
right  now,  don’t  be  crazy  . . .”  The  rest  was  drowned  out  by  the  roar  of  the 
power  saw  and  she  was  showered  by  wood  chips  which  came  down  like  snow 
flakes  and  got  in  her  hair  and  blinded  her.  She  began  to  cry  with  rage.  It  was 
getting  darker  and  she  could  see  her  warm  kitchen  with  her  mug  of  tea  steam- 
ing through  the  window.  The  kitchen  light  was  on  and  it  imparted  a pleasant 
glow  over  the  last  of  her  things,  not  yet  wrapped  in  newspaper  for  another 
life.  All  of  a sudden  the  ladder  leaned  and  the  saw  came  crashing  cutting  a 
huge  gouge  on  the  arm  rail  before  plummetting  down  in  silence.  She  saw  the 
light  in  the  kitchen  sputter  and  heard  Tim  shout  as  the  ladder  returned  to  its 
position.  “Don’t  move”  he  shouted,  “The  ladder  is  touching  the  power  line.” 
Even  as  he  spoke  a shower  of  sparks  came  down  on  her  with  a pungent  smell 
of  ozone.  Each  move  Tim  made  brought  a shower  of  sparks.  They  both  rested 
at  their  respective  ends  of  the  ladder,  he  excited  with  a new  problem  to  solve, 
she  knowing  none  of  it  had  been  necessary.  “Listen  to  me,”  he  finally  said 
“Push  the  ladder  and  stand  clear,  and  I’ll  jump  for  a branch;  on  three,  go!” 

As  usual,  a plan  was  implemented  which  included  her  participation  and  she 
was  given  no  time  to  input,  no  time  to  think,  just  react.  And  react  she  did, 
even  before  Tim  had  finished  counting,  she  had  gathered  all  the  strength  her 
cold  and  stiff  muscles  could  deliver  and  shoved  the  ladder  off  the  deck  leaving 
Tim  dangling,  his  arms  not  quite  circling  a branch.  She  saw  him  swing  momen- 
tarily, his  work  gloves  ripping,  as  he  slowly  lost  his  grip  and  came  tumbling 
thirty  feet  like  a load  of  dirty  laundry  being  thrown  in  the  basement.  She  calmly 
went  back  onto  the  kitchen  and  began  sipping  her  cold  tea.  This  is  how  he 
found  her  when  he  finally  limped  in.  They  both  knew  something  had  broken 
and  they  both  knew  they  were  going  to  make  it. 
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PART  OF  THE  MILKY  WAY 

Carrie  Ketchum 

Walking  along  the  Milky  Way, 
trying  to  find  the  end 
of  night  and  day 

But  when  you  find  the  end 
of  night  and  day, 

you  yourself  will  be  part  of  the  Milky  Way 


GHOSTS 

Mil  Riese 

Now  they  dare  to  come  closer. 

Yes,  even  an  arm  on  my  shoulder, 
a face  glimpsed  between  thoughts 
from  somewhere  darker  and  colder. 
Ghosts,  1 say  to  myself,  ghosts. 

I don’t  tell  anyone  at  all 

how  1 consort  with  shadows 

in  the  smashed,  wet  leaves  of  Fall. 


Tamara  Fox 
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BRUCE:  Our  Brother  the  Dog 

Florence  E.  Brown 

Bruce  was  laughter, 

Laughter  packed  down  tight  and  spilling  over, 
Silent,  sparkling,  from-the-heart  laughter. 

Joyous,  barking,  jumping  and  dancing  laughter. 

Bruce  was  freedom, 

Belly-to-the-earth  running, 
Over-the-hill-and-far-away  running, 

Bruce  was  a rover. 

Bruce  was  a cuddler,  a baby, 

A lover  of  everyone. 

From  the  tip  of  his  wet,  red  tongue 

To  the  tip  of  his  plumy,  perpetual-motion  tail, 

Bruce  was  a lover! 

No  “if’  . . .,  “but”  ...  or  “maybe”! 

Bruce  was  courage! 

All  four  feet  planted  firmly 
Behind  a bark  like  a lion’s  roar, 

Bruce  said  firmly,  “If  1 don’t  know  you. 

You’re  not  to  approach  my  house,  my  charges. 

So  don’t  take  one  step  more!” 

Bruce  was  a darling. 

The  dear  friend  of  the  whole  neighborhood. 

And  half  the  town. 

Children,  and  old  people,  and  middle-aged  people 
Talked  to  him,  and  fed  him,  and  loved  him. 

And  shed  hot  tears  with  us  that  final  day 
When  someone’s  ear  ran  him  down. 


PLAIN  OR  RINGLETS? 
Timothy  Craig 

One  puzzling  feature  of  that  Regency 
was  its  very  aged  watchmen  and  another 
its  spinets  and  gray  paper  and  another 
my  own  defunct  manservant  with  his  face 
like  an  iron  stove.  We  had  witches  in 
Devonshire  and  mirrors  in  Belgravia. 

There  were  many  very  trivial  kidnappings. 

Blessington’s 

hair  lies  in  dusty  cylinders  and 

the  carpets  at  Gore  are  rolled 

like  diplomas.  The  air  is  cranky  & granular. 

I lie  among  cruets  carried  through 

the  Northwest  Passage.  Long 

lavender  sparks  sail  over  the  train  yard. 

It  is  like  listening  to  laughter  & laughing 
oneself  while  not  quite  knowing  the  joke. 


THE  SNOWBALL 

Joannie  Liesenfelt 

Slowly,  it  melts,  a stranger  to  heat. 
Slowly,  to  dripping,  falls  frost  in  a flow, 
ripples  of  silken  tumble  and  roll, 
tumble  and  roll! 


Till  warm  melts  away. 
Slivers  of  icing  benumb  what  was  sway, 
habits  of  cold  shrink  flow  to  a ball 
rolling  and  rolling,  too  layered  for  thaw. 
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CREATIVITY 

Kathleen  Keenan 

It  is  like  having  no  pen 
no  paper 

with  only  this  thing 

birthing 

inside  you. 

on  your  tongue. 

stirring  in  your  loins. 

strangling  in  your  groin. 

herniating  itself  into  the  spaee 

between  your  legs. 

the  lines 

where  you  write. 

where  you  wish. 

where  you  ereate. 

Writer. 

take  out  the  flat 
bone-ehalk 
of  your  spine, 
turn  it  sideways, 
these 

will  be  your 
implements. 


David  J.  Olson 
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THE  BIG  CAT 

Jim  Ketchum 

It  was  colder  than  any  day  in  recent  memory.  The  sun,  still  rising  over  the 
eastern  trees,  hung  as  if  frozen  in  a blue  and  white  eskimo  pie.  The  whole  neigh- 
borhood lay  quiet.  Everything  seemed  to  emit  steam,  like  a moist,  warm  human 
breath  leaking  out  between  hard,  fragile  lips.  The  sound  of  a door  from  down 
the  bloek  eehoed  its  elosing,  eracking  its  way  through  the  white  air.  Under 
a bent  metal  hood  a eat  lay  purring  softly,  her  white,  warm  body  snuggled 
against  the  dying  heat  of  the  engine. 

Buzz  walked  out  of  the  bedroom  fast,  throwing  his  eoat  on  as  quickly  as  he 
could,  his  boots  landing  hard  down  the  hallway.  He  walked  into  the  kitchen 
and  started  stuffing  a handful  of  change  into  the  vending  maehine,  eaeh  coin 
swan  diving  to  the  changebox. 

“She’s  going  to  love  this,”  said  his  wife  with  delight  while  ladling  large  spoon- 
fuls of  hot,  creamy  catfood  into  a deep  china  dish.  The  dish  was  inscribed  “The 
Lovely  One”  and  ornately  depleted  felines  towering  over  eowardly  dogs,  ehas- 
ing  them  away  or  torturing  them  with  electric  cattle  prods. 

“That  damn  cat,”  said  Buzz,  “that’s  all  you  really  eare  about.” 

“That’s  so  silly.  What  silly  notions  men  ean  get  into  their  heads.” 

“I  think  I’m  working  to  support  that  damn  cat.  Those  gourmet  meals  eost 
a fortune.  Don’t  you  know  it’s  the  big  cat  food  companies  that  are  running 
this  country?  You’re  making  them  rich.” 

“Oh  posh,”  she  replied,  beginning  to  warm  a pot  of  milk  on  the  stove. 

“It’s  true.  Without  Ralston-Purina  there  never  would  have  been  a Viet  Nam.” 

”Oh  please,  spare  me.  Stop  bringing  your  work  home  with  you.”  Buzz  was 
eurrently  an  editor  for  ‘‘Conspiracies  Today”  magazine. 

“It’s  true,  it’s  all  true!” 

“Oh  posh.” 

Buzz  made  his  choices.  He  jerked  back  three  red  levers.  Lumps  wrapped 
in  plastie  fell  into  the  tray. 

“Sometimes  I think  you  married  me  just  to  give  your  cat  a father.”  “The 
Lovely  One”  was  her  eat  from  a previous  marriage. 

“You  can  be  so  cold,”  said  his  wife.  “I  don’t  know  how  you  eould  have  thrown 
her  out  into  the  cold  like  that  last  night.” 

“She  makes  me  sneeze  my  brains  out!”  shouted  Buzz.  “I’m  allergic,  or  don’t 
you  care?” 


“She’s  a harmless  little  eat,’  she  replied.  “She  wouldn’t  hurt  a mouse.” 

“Heaven  forbid.  I wouldn’t  want  her  to  chip  a nail  or  anything.” 

“Here’s  your  lunch,  honey.”  His  wife  kicked  his  lunchbox  at  him  across  the 
floor.  Buzz  dumped  the  lumps  into  the  empty  lunchbox  and  left  out  the  back 
door. 

The  door  slammed  hard,  and  echoed  its  way  through  the  early  morning 
silence  of  the  neighborhood.  Buzz  quickly  danced  his  way  across  the  ice-covered 
driveway  and  landed  his  hand  on  the  door  of  his  car.  In  a second  he  was  in, 
shivering  on  the  stiff  vinyl  seats.  The  engine  started  with  a bang  and  roared 
like  a warm  summer  day. 

Suddenly,  an  inhuman  scream  ripped  the  air,  and  died  to  the  rapid  rumbling 
of  the  hood,  which  shook  like  a volcanic  blender.  The  surprise  took  a second 
to  register,  but  when  it  did  Buzz  quickly  reached  for  the  key,  and  felt  the  engine 
stop  between  his  thumb  and  forefinger.  He  raced  from  the  car  and  hurriedly 
flung  open  the  hood. 

Several  dents  the  size  of  baseballs  had  been  smashed  into  the  hood  from 
within,  caused  by  the  smashing  of  the  cat’s  skull  as  she  spun  through  the  fan 
belt.  Her  head  had  completely  broken  apart;  pieces  of  white  bone  scattered 
like  eggshell  across  the  engine.  Clumps  of  white  fuzz  stuck  to  the  inside  of 
the  hood  and  motor,  plastered  there  with  sticky  red  blots.  Part  of  the  cat’s 
belly  layed  exposed  and  bleeding  from  the  splintering  of  her  ribs.  The  stomach 
had  been  separated  from  the  rest  of  the  body,  steam  rising  from  it  in  the  bit- 
ter cold. 

Buzz  looked  up  as  he  heard  the  slamming  of  the  kitchen  door.  There,  stand- 
ing rigid  and  gaping  was  his  wife,  her  eyes  locked  on  the  slaughtered  cat.  Her 
eyes  were  wide  like  saucers  of  milk.  Her  long  bony  fingers  swept  upwards 
through  her  hair,  palms  fastened  tight  to  the  sides  of  her  head.  Anger  and  despair 
raged  hard  through  her  face,  blood  squirting  from  her  ears.  Her  eyes  spun 
through  her  head  and  then  threw  themselves  from  their  sockets,  landing  with 
a squish  on  the  driveway.  Blood  burst  from  her  face  in  slow  motion  and  cascaded 
to  the  ground. 

She  fell  to  her  knees  on  the  ice  and  raged  her  head  backwards,  exploding 
into  a primitive  scream  of  anguish,  her  skull  cracking  in  half  at  the  jaw,  hair 
bursting  into  blue  fire.  Her  body  lifted  itself  from  the  ground,  then  smashed 
as  if  thrown  into  the  side  of  the  house,  then  the  car,  then  again  the  house. 
Her  blue  skin  tore,  pieces  of  warm  flesh  sailing  across  the  lawn.  Her  bones 
broke  and  cracked  and  splintered. 
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She  screamed  and  screamed  as  her  body  relentlessly  continued  to  throw 
itself  against  the  aluminum  siding,  cold  sheets  of  blood  running  smoothly  down 
the  indentations.  Her  body  crashed  to  the  icy  driveway,  separating  one  of  her 
arms  at  the  shoulder.  She  lay  like  a broken  window,  a ghastly  jigsaw  puzzle, 
her  gruesome  face  a shapeless  purple  and  black  sack  of  mashed  potatoes. 
A shard  of  her  left  cheekbone  protruded  through  her  mouth. 

“Honey,  we  can  get  another  cat,”  said  Buzz. 


Part  II 


‘‘Gray-eyed  Athena  sent  them  a favorable  breeze,  a fresh  viest  wind,  singing 
over  the  wine  dark  sea." 

Homer 
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TASKS  FOR  WISE  MEN 
Larry  Turner 

Who’s  right?  To  Luke  they  were 
out-of-town  taxpayers  without  reservations. 

To  Matthew,  loeals  who  fled  to  Egypt, 

then  moved  to  Nazareth,  far  from  palace  politics. 

Was  the  Star  a conjunction  of  planets, 
or  perhaps  a supernova?  Who  cares? 

I’m  off  to  market  the  emeralds  of  Oz 
and  patent  the  tough,  elastic  glass 
of  Cinderella’s  slipper. 


Carl  Kerstann 


BOOKMARKS 

Jane  Scoville 

My  suburban  friends 

Are  as  temporary  as  bookmarks  — 

Plaeed  here  for  only  a short  while, 
Always  ready  to  be  pulled  out, 

Waiting  for  advaneement, 
Reloeation. 

I’ve  learned  to  not 

Mark  my  plaee  by  them  . . . 


REED  AT  FOUR 

Alison  Royen 

BOOM!  pad,  pad,  pad, 

like  a heart  starting 

to  beat,  all  thirty  six 

inehes  of  sleepy  wandering 

hits  the  sheets  and 

erawls  to  the  pillows, 

plasters  his  father’s 

faee  with  kisses  and 

murmurings  of  “lloveyou  . . . 

loveyou  love  you  . . 

finds  a warm  spot  underneath 

my  ehin,  squirms  his  way 

in  and  sighs  his  eontentment, 

falling  asleep  before  “Hi 

mommy  . . finds  its  way  to  his 

smiling  lips. 


are  used  to  these  things,  monthly  exams  of  our  breastly  months  of 
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Sayed  Ahsan  Iman 
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MESSAGE 
Kathleen  Keenan 

My  mailman 

thinks  I should  be  in  jail,  man, 
such  literature  . . . 

AGLU,  In  These  Times,  MAD, 

My  mail-man, 
is  getting  pale,  man, 

Ghana  News,  La  Prensa, 
the  Torture  Convention  Plan, 

My  mailman 

thinks  I’m  out  on  bail,  man, 
U.S.  Prison  Reform,  Racehoss, 
Confessions  of  a Dying  Man. 

My  mail,  man, 
contains  no  grenades,  man, 
so  if  you  can’t  handle  it, 
feel  safe  . . . because  I can. 


Tradition  says  that  families  should  do  things  as  a group. 

Here’s  Mom  and  Dad  and  all  us  kids.  We’re  like  an  army  troop. 

We  all  fit  in  the  Chevrolet  all  buekled  in  our  seats 

and  start  off  on  our  journey;  down  the  driveway,  up  the  street. 

But  during  certain  holidays  the  family  gets  bigger. 

There’s  Uncle  Drew  and  Auntie  Kate  along  with  their  dog,  Trigger. 

And  if  we  all  go  out  to  eat,  what  is  a host  to  do? 

For  other  aunts  and  cousins  want  to  party  with  us  too. 

Well,  Daddy  gets  the  driver’s  seat  and  Momma’s  next  to  him. 

And  sitting  by  the  window  is  Dad’s  loony  brother,  Jim. 

Brother  gets  a window  seat  and  so  does  Uncle  Drew. 

And  I’m  on  Auntie  Katie’s  legs  (1  think  they’re  black  and  blue). 

And  stretched  across  the  four  of  us  is  Grandma  Willamene. 

To  anybody  looking  in,  it  is  a crazy  scene. 

There’s  cousin  Billy  in  the  trunk  along  with  Sue  and  Jack. 

And  Grandpa  Smith  is  hanging  on  upon  the  luggage  rack. 

And  in  the  glove  compartment  lies  our  baby  cousin,  Pete. 

And  Uncle  Drew’s  dog.  Trigger,  is  stretched  out  by  Petey’s  feet. 

Too  bad  that  Uncle  Steven  couldn’t  make  it  here  today. 

We  saved  a special  place  for  him  inside  the  car  ash  tray. 

Now  hopefully  we’ll  reach  our  destination  in  one  piece. 

We’ll  have  our  little  meal,  then  our  party  time  will  cease. 

We’ll  drive  back  down  the  road  enduring  stares  from  cars  we  pass, 
it  may  appear  we’re  crazy,  but  at  least  we’re  saving  gas! 

Dawn  Koyzis 
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THE  FAR  SHORE 
Pat  Brown 

Sarah  Brewer  took  a sip  of  her  eoffee  — light,  with  sugar  — - as  caffeine-crazed 
butterflies  flitted  and  twitched  in  her  empty  innards;  it  was  always  like  this 
for  her  at  the  big  a.m.  presentations.  She’d  spent  most  of  the  night  composing 
a Concerto  for  Database  and  Spreadsheet,  and  now  she  got  to  perform  it  for 
the  Court. 

Bill  Fobbs,  King  of  TrafficTech,  was  in  from  New  York;  his  loyal  Prince  in 
the  Chicago  office,  Brett  Phipp,  sat  at  his  right  in  the  cave-dim  conference  room. 
Sarah  was  ten  minutes  into  her  presentation;  she  had  given  an  overview  of 
the  latest  market  research  in  the  area  of  industrial  plant  traffic-monitoring 
systems,  reviewed  pertinent  OSHA  regulations,  and  introduced  her  proposal 
to  develop  a new  line  of  wireless  buried-sensor  tracking  systems. 

In  the  past  couple  of  years,  Sarah  had  developed  her  presentation  skills  well 

— her  voice  didn’t  quaver,  her  knees  didn’t  shake,  she  could  meet  and  hold 
the  gaze  of  the  most  intimidating  managers  in  the  business  — she  was  cool, 
and  she  had  guts.  That  was  why  she  was  here  today,  as  supervisor  of  the  Ex- 
ploratory Design  Group  at  TT,  presenting  her  proposal  to  top  management 

— that  and  the  fact  that  she  was  the  brightest,  most  innovative,  most  produc- 
tive young  computer  engineer  the  company  had  seen  in  recent  history;  in  the 
two  years  since  her  promotion,  her  group  had  come  through  with  two  big 
marketplace  winners,  establishing  TT  as  a leader  in  mid-range  traffic-control 
systems. 


“Now,  1-e-e-e-e-e-e-t’s  j-u-u-u-u-st  stop  here  a minute  and  do  a sanity-check.” 
The  condescending  rise-fall  of  Phipp’s  interruption  hung  in  the  air  for  a mo- 
ment after  its  sound  had  died  away.  “This  is  all  very  interesting  information, 
my  dear,  but  I frankly  think  we’re  going  to  be  spending  large  dollars  needless- 
ly. My  group’s  wired-sensor  system  has  proven  to  be  a cash  cow  over  the  past 
three  years;  I see  no  reason  to  believe  that’s  going  to  change.  I say  we  take 
the  money  you’re  proposing  to  spend  on  development,  and  put  it  into  customer 
relations;  I know  a lot  of  our  biggies  had  a truly  memorable  time  in  Vegas 
with  us  last  year  — right.  Bill?”  Brett’s  wink  and  nudge  illuminated  a gulf  that 
was  beginning  to  seem  infinitely  wide  to  Sarah. 

“I  believe  Sarah  was  going  to  detail  a proposal  for  us,  folks;  why  don’t  we 
let  her  continue  . . .,”  the  voice  of  Ken  Thorsen,  Sarah’s  first  boss  at  TT,  boomed. 
Sarah  knew  that  Ken  would  support  her;  she  also  knew  that  as  a good  mentor, 
he’d  not  bail  her  out.  This  was  her  battle. 

“As  you  can  see,  Brett,”  Sarah  countered,  “our  market  projections  show  that 
the  customer  perception  of  wireless  systems  as  a desirable  leading-edge 
technology  will  dominate  buying  patterns  in  the  mid-range  sector  in  two  years’ 
time.  I’m  suggesting  we  be  there  to  grab  the  market  before  our  friends  at  United 
Signal  gain  control.” 

A fatherly  smile  stole  across  Bill  Fobbs’  face.  He  raised  his  eyes  from  the 
tabletop;  they  smiled,  as  well.  “Sarah,  I’m  sure  you’ve  done  your  typical 
yeoman’s  — or  shall  I say  yeoperson’s  — job,”  he  chuckled  as  he  winked  at 
Brett.  “However,  I do  think  this  is  one  time  we’ll  have  to  shake  our  heads  at 
the  spreadsheets  and  databases  and  market  models,  and  let  good  old  business 
intuition  guide  us;  Brett’s  point  is  well  taken.” 

“With  all  due  respect.  Bill,”  Sarah’s  voice  edged  up  a half-step  in  volume 
and  pitch,  “I  don’t  think  we  can  afford  to  ignore  the  data  our  tools  provide. 
We’re  at  a watershed  in  the  industry;  we  simply  can’t  afford  to  ‘wet-finger’  our 
business  decisions  any  longer!” 

The  patronizing  smile  seeped  from  Fobbs’  face;  the  mirthful  crinkles  at  the 
corners  of  his  eyes  got  hard  and  deep  as  his  gaze  cut  through  the  dimness 
like  the  beam  from  the  overhead  projector.  “Young  lady,  / am  the  boss  here; 
/ founded  this  enterprise  23  years  ago;  / know  what  makes  our  business  tick. 
Above  all,  / know  what  this  situation  calls  for  — balls!  I got  ’em,  you  don’t. 
Now  — if  you’ll  please  be  seated,  we’ll  chat  a bit  about  Brett’s  proposal  . . .” 

As  it  cut  through  the  beam  of  the  projector,  the  irregular  wave  of  coffee  — 
light  with  sugar  ~ reminded  her  of  an  amoeba.  She  had  always  thought  of 
them  as  flat,  as  seen  under  the  microscope;  at  that  moment,  though,  she  realized 
they  must  have  depth  as  well  and  that  they’d  look  a lot  like  the  coffee  wave 
did  just  before  it  broke  against  the  far  shore  of  Phipp  and  Fobbs. 

And  that,  as  it  happens,  is  where  the  inspiration  for  the  cafe  au  lait  ameoba- 
form  background  on  Brewer  Systems’  logo  came  from  . . . 
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Kathy  Michelfelder 


Jeanine  Anzalone 


Radio  reminds  me 
of  lines  that  held  emotions 
in  three  minute  life  spans: 

Loves  lost,  found  and  misunderstood. 

In  my  hand 

I hold  a stone  axe, 

from  another  time-life  ago, 

one  that  I would  never  know  . . . 

it  feels  of  building,  not  war. 

How  this  is,  I eannot  answer. 

I am  surrounded. 

in  elements  — there  is  not  eounting 
ability  here  — 

but  I am  summoned  to  be  part, 
and  as 

I trip  wisenings  that  pass, 
set  them,  as  reeords,  to  play  . . . 

I’d  say  no  time  word  has  deseription, 
age  a misnomer. 

Some  things,  perhaps  all, 
don’t  need  the  bound  . . . 

I have  stood  on  mountains, 
by  trees  known  in  centuries, 
canyons  grown  by  no  clocks 
felt  clouds  mist  my  face: 
rain  mix  in  my  eyes. 

More  . . . 

Been  within  peace, 

yet  given  knowledge 

of  struggle,  passage,  and  building. 

Is  this  the  measured  me? 

Can  I say 

how  old,  then,  that  I really  am? 

Daniel  Levit 


POSSESSED:  A Yuppie  Anthem 
Daniel  L.  Lowery 

You  became  mine 
when  you  gave  yourself 
— to  me  —and  let  me 
have  my  way  with  you. 

Because  you  were  mine 
I put  you  on  a shelf 
or  an  old  canvas  bag 
and  anything  else 
I found  convenient. 

Then  I became  yours 

when  I placed  a circular  object 

on  your  finger 

and  splattered  ink  across  a page; 

I said  some  magic  words 
so  everyone  knew  I was  yours. 

You  could  prove  I was  yours 

with  records  and  documents 

that  only  legal  minds  could  dissect. 

Which  is  what  you  did 

when  you  wanted  the  house,  the  car, 

and  the  children. 

Even  though  the  children  were  yours, 
you  did  have  to  lease  them  to  me 
on  weekends  . . . until  the  children 
were  no  longer  yours, 
but  themselves. 

We  spent  the  rest  of  our  lives 
exchanging  bitter  pleasantries 
at  grandchildren’s  birthday  parties 
and  tried  to  out-do  each 
with  expensive  gifts. 

Then  we  died 
leaving 
all  we  had 
behind  us. 
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WINTER  THOUGHTS 

Mil  Riese 

Ridiculous  big  geese,  dignified, 
looming  over  their  flat  feet. 

They  love  parades! 

They  have  protoeol  and  manners, 

and  no  sense  at  all  behind  their  blaek  eyes. 

You  say  you  don’t  want  to  hold  hands, 
that’s  for  kids  to  do,  and  we  aren’t. 

But  I’d  like  to  pretend. 

I’d  like  to  reeall  all 
those  kisses  at  stop  signs 
going  home  to  that  blue  room. 

I ean  be  silent  as  time 
for  months,  maybe  a year. 

Then  my  hand  gets  a pen 

and  attaeks  the  world, 

and  some  speeific  small  problems. 

I took  a good  look  at  the  Gleaners  Man 
yesterday.  And  he  has  got  old! 

I don’t  know  when  this  happened. 

Probably  about  the  same  time 
it  happened  to  me. 


Science 


FERMI  LAB 


Physicists  marry  artists  . . . 
coupling  with  creativity  . . . 


lunging  for  their  loins, 
softening  their  science. 

Kathleen  Keenan 


In  their  back  yard 

our  neighbors  have  erected 

a large  wooden  cross. 

It’s  large  enough 
and  sturdy  enough 
to  crucify  someone, 
but  I don’t  think 
they  intend  to. 

They’re  far  too  up  to  date  for  that. 
Instead  it  supports  a deviee 
for  electroeuting  mosquitoes. 


Larry  Turner 


Michael  Dunn 
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SONNET  FOR  LISA 
Timothy  Craig 

Remember  thinking  love  is  more  and  more 
Alone  and  less  and  less,  though  we  have  kissed? 
Remember  reading  on  the  driftwood  oar: 

“I  am  and  1 am  eertain  more  exist?” 

The  avid  hand  upon  your  golden  door 
Should  then  at  onee  reeede  and  still  persist, 

Stay  out  and  enter  in  and  I adore 
The  vagrant  rain  around  the  rose’s  wrist. 

With  idle  hand,  therefore,  and  head  I sit. 

Replete  in  mid-July  with  my  desire. 

Beset  by  thoughts  of  whieh  1 would  be  quit. 

Like  some  sea-being  told  at  last  of  fire. 

The  mind  at  length  turns  outward  and  projeets 
Trees  that  grew  apples  one  year,  pears  the  next. 


Kathy  Michelfelder 


NEVER  IN  THE  SUN 
John  A.  Wilkins  III 


It’s  hard  to  say  but  I think  Gregor  was  a bit  taller  that  most  of  the  hairless 
apes  that  would  walk  among  us.  He  would  pass  among  us  in  his  narrow  white 
drapery  three  times  a day.  We  eould  tell  when  he  would  eome  beeause  the 
sun  would  be  in  the  same  place  when  he  would  enter  the  garden.  Seldom  would 
he  not  have  a yardstick  and  clipboard  in  his  grabbers.  Those  times  when  he 
didn’t  possess  these  things,  he  would  scream  fearsome  sounds  and  run  about 
his  cage.  We  didn’t  understand  what  these  things  were  for,  but  it  had  something 
to  do  with  our  existence.  He  was  our  maker,  yet  we  dreaded  those  long  days 
when  he  would  walk  among  us. 

Fortunately  there  were  those  days  which  we  all  waited  for,  when  that  awful 
stench  would  linger  above  the  leaves  of  our  world.  Those  days  when  Gregor’s 
body  lay  in  the  garden  lifelessly  sprawled  upon  groups  of  helpless  plants,  we 
could  have  peace.  The  sacrifice  of  those  few  plants  was  worth  the  period  of 
rest  for  the  masses  of  us.  The  stink  of  that  awful  grape  shit  that  polluted  Gregor’s 
roots  was  no  bargain,  however.  His  behavior  on  those  days  was  not  accepted 
among  his  scientist  friends,  but  they  all  knew  of  it.  “You  make  a better  wine 
than  you  do  a scientist,  Gregor  Mendel,  and  your  wine  tastes  like  yak  piss!” 
as  they  would  say  at  one  of  his  garden  parties.  They  moved  about  the  garden 
bending,  inspecting  and  groping  around  its  members.  They  would  chat  about 
how  futile  Gregor’s  work  was. 

“Straighten  up!  Gregor’s  coming!” 

With  this,  the  neighborhood  rustled  and  jockeyed  for  good  pasture,  stretch- 
ing towards  the  ball  of  light.  This  was  what  we  feared;  this  particular  period 
of  light  when  Gregor  would  come.  Certain  information  passed  by  way  of  the 
vineyard,  for  the  grapes  were  not  ones  to  keep  secrets  very  long.  We  knew 
he  would  not  have  a clipboard  with  him.  In  one  of  his  grabbers  he  held  “the 
reaper”  and  in  the  other  he  had  a “clayp”.  We  shuddered  at  the  sight  of  this. 
“This  can’t  be  happening”  one  of  my  friends  said,  “not  to  me”.  The  fear  of 
uncertainty  crept  through  my  phloem.  Uncertainty  of  life  beyond  the  garden 
and  past  our  comprehension. 

Gregor  was  growing  higher  and  higher  until  he  finally  covered  the  entire 
ball  of  light.  One  of  his  powerful  grabbers  came  from  the  sky;  I had  no  place 
to  run.  I felt  a sharp,  piercing  pain  which  ran  up  my  body.  The  lights  seemed 
brighter  now  as  I looked  down  upon  the  rest  of  the  plants.  I felt  very  light 
and  it  seemed  as  if  I was  floating  on  air.  My  leaves  seemed  so  hollow.  As  Gregor 
passed  his  grabber  over  my  body  a dark  tunnel  began  closing  upon  me.  It  was 
absolute  blackness.  I was  afraid  no  more  . . . 


blue  sea  madness  39 




i was  sitting  on  a park  bench  when  the  most  honorable  Harold  D.  Stoll, 
dll  jour,  high  chancellor  U.S.A.,  walked  up  and  sat  down,  the  amazing  thing 
about  these  street  people  is  that  they  don’t  stink  too  bad.  Harry  was  no  excep- 
tion. the  pigeons  stayed  away,  he  took  out  his  cigarettes  and  gave  me  one, 
too.  we  sat  smoking. 

“.  . . her  name  was  Esther  . . . she  was  the  first  ...  all  my  life  ...  a victim 
of  bamboozles  . . . that  son  of  a hitch  . . . hey,  get  out  . . .” 

a bus  came  by.  from  our  bench  i watched  a small  crowd  board,  i named 
them  anonymous,  to  myself,  and  said  to  Harry:  “Jesus”. 

“ . . . agghhgibah  . . . they  should’ve  called  me  Jesus,  i’da  shown  ’em 
. . . that’s  right  ...  all  my  life  . . . i went  to  work  when  i was  twelve  years  old 
. . . the  old  man  . . . look  at  that  . . . the  bastard  . . .” 

i thought  about  trying  to  direct  the  conversation,  i wanted  to  ask  him  his 
age.  his  story,  but  when  i stopped  and  thought  about  it,  i knew  questions  were 
pointless,  i’d  serve  best  as  listener. 

“ah  shit  . . .”  i said”. 

Harry  Just  sat  there  awhile,  i think  i caught  him  at  a good  time  — 5:00, 
the  sun  was  in  its  decline,  a couple  more  hours  of  good  light,  hot  sun  puts 
a man  like  Harry  to  sleep,  the  fact  that  i had  nowhere  else  to  be  felt  o.k. 
i shifted  a bit  in  my  seat  — shuffled  my  feet,  all  this  against  urban  decay,  time 
is  allotted,  laugh  at  ambition. 

“i  didn’t  go  to  the  war.  i just  didn’t” 

“Harry,  how  ’bout  some  whiskey” 

“o.k.” 

the  light  went  from  “WALK”  to  “DON’T  WALK”  just  as  i entered  the  inter- 
section. i stayed  in  the  crosswalk,  a Nova  waited  to  turn,  he  looked  at  me  like 
he  was  in  a hurry,  this  didn’t  faze  me.  i could  see  the  liquor  store  waiting.  Harry 
probably  still  sat  there,  i stepped  onto  the  curb,  the  light  turned  yellow,  i entered 
the  store. 

“hey,  how  ya  doin’?  half  pint  please.  Canadian  mist” 

“two  twenty  five” 

“thanks” 

i crossed  the  street  with  no  problem,  there  sat  Harold,  i sat  down,  we  drank, 
passing  the  bottle,  enlightened  prince,  just  god.  strength  of  men.  brink  of 


everything,  suddenly  the  beneh  fit.  aeross  great  fields,  empty,  we  tread,  i eaught 
myself  . . . 

“Jesus  Christ” 

“.  . . absolutely  . . . have  you  ever  been  to  St.  Bernard’s?  . . . what  time 
is  it?  . . . i’m  gonna  be  late” 

“for  where”  i said. 

“what?” 

“late  for  where” 

“i  uh  . . .” 

the  sun  kept  moving,  who  eares.  all  the  things  we  bleed  about  are  so 
personal.  Harry  told  me.  you’ve  got  nothing,  nothing  but  what  you  think  you’ve 
got.  the  sun  kept  moving.  Harry  stared  straight  ahead,  my  words  started, 
wavered  and  stopped,  he  sat  regal  as  the  plains 

Andy  Ostrowski 


Bev  Janoski 
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OCTOPUS 
Mary  Carroll 

Zurich  warm  summer 
Stones  blowing, 

Rolling  mountains 
Hiding  no  lies. 

Venice  in  July 
Swimming  in  skin, 

Like  fish  in  a river 
Going  to  sea. 

Stripped  bananas 
Dripping  from  clouds. 

Golden  in  glow 
Ice  cream  sky. 

Gargoyles  rushing 
Teeth  exploding  in  threes. 
Root  eanal  breaks  down 
Pointed  green  ears. 

Carrots  stalk  sing  along  drum 
Bugle  the  ear. 

Volga  flows  softly  in  spring 
Peking  through  steppes. 

Buttercup  forget-me-nots 
Wisping  in  grass 
Seeding  East. 

Tumbling  river  banks. 

Flood  Kremlin  walls. 
Bratislava  vodka  waterfalls. 
Austrian  trees  extinguish 
Yellow  kiln  smoke. 


Alpine  archive  key 
Twists  Hitler’s  toga  blue. 
Little  Dutch  girl 
Skates  in  water  clogged 

Riding  ice  turns 
Pulled  through  the  poles, 
Drowning  in  flow 
Lilith  fires  light. 


Amy  Burwick 
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ONE  SIDED  LOVE 

Aime'e  Martin 

inhale  deeply 

and  hold  . . . 
taste  the  sweetness 
feel  the  concentrated  purity 
Smell  the  satisfying  aroma 
of  power 


Kathy  Michelfelder 


She  moves  like  a panther 
Her  eyes,  blaek  as  the  night 
As  I wateh  her,  she  knows 
She  turns  to  me 
A smile  on  her  lips 
A thunder  rumbles  through  my  soul 
Her  blaek  hair  falls  long 
She  turns  and  she  is  gone 
Taking  with  her  my  last  breath. 

Thomas  M.  Buehl 


I WANT  TO  BE  PREGNANT  ” 

(Happy  Father’s  Day,  Someday) 

Joannie  Liesenfelt 

Oft  sinee  you  said  it  aloud 

I dream  away  ties  and  twill 

to  pink  ruffled  smoeks 

stretehing  over  your  swell; 

ungirdled  by  gender,  you  round  to  a glow, 

the  fabrie  of  birthing  dressing  your  soul. 

When  mirrored  eaeh  morning, 

your  faee  in  a foam, 

is  your  image  of  bubbles 

and  rubber  duek  floats 

washing  off  passion  and  pain  with  a splash, 

“No  Tears”  in  a bottle,  unbreakable  glass? 
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HE  RODE  INTO  TOWN  ON  A DINOSAUR 
Jim  Ketchum 

I’ve  got  cavemen  with  hammers  in  my  head  and  they’re 

shouting  at  me  but  they  can’t  speak  english 

So  I run  to  the  sink  and  try  to  get  cold 

water  in  my  ears  to  wash  them  out  and  I hear 

chimes  and  rhythmic  tickings— they’re  beating  with  polished 

sticks  on  animal  skulls— Ah! 

In  all  this  excitement  I forgot  what  I was  going  to  say! 

At  the  bus  stop  my  exact  change  fell  down  a grating! 

For  lunch  I had  the  blue-plate  special! 

Um-hmm,  t.v.  was  good  tonight! 

I hate  to  go  to  the  bars 
I hate  taxicabs  and  cars 

I listen  to  my  mom  on  the  thing  called  the  phone 
“find  a nice  girl,  get  married” 

Supermarkets  are  fun,  but  eventually  they  kick  you  out  because  you 
don’t  buy  anything 

I follow  guys  down  the  street  like  spies 
I don’t  have  the  time  to  read! 

I won’t  wear  one  of  those! 

I take  the  garbage  out  and  then  people  see  me! 

I know  what  every  Ginsberg  thinks! 

I saw  the  best  minds  of  my  generation  disturbed  forever  by  giant 
electric  antennaes  on  the  roof  of  every  house! 

Glams,  Glams 

Giant  Glams,  man 

On  your  roof,  man.  On  your  walls 

Mucho  dinero.  Uncle  Sam 

Your  shoelaces  were  untied  while  I waited  on  tables!  Hah! 


In  all  this  excitement  I wore  a hat 

In  all  this  excitement  I calmed  down 

In  all  this  excitement  I never  ironed  my  shirts! 

In  all  this  pornographic  excitement  America  fell  down  like 
colored  mushroom-shaped  tears  on  my  pillow 

Beverly  sat  at  the  edge  of  the  bed  and  didn’t  know  what  to  say 
She  stared  at  the  floor  or  looked  for  memories  out  the  window 
She  was  cute  with  her  broken  tooth 

America  where  do  you  go  when  I need  you! 

America  sing  to  me! 

America  please  I’m  falling  apart 

America  know  my  name 

America  you’re  proud  and  a little  bit  crazy 

America  you’re  a pornographic  sex-party  with  dark  staring  eyes 

I fell  asleep  and  dreamed  of  you 

You  never  told  me  what  to  do 

Where  do  you  go  when  I need  you  America? 
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